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A REASONABLE DEMAND. 


She: No! MR. HARDING, IT CAN NEVER BE. But I WILL ALWAYS BE A SISTER—- 

He (rising): OH, THAT’S THE DEAL, IS IT? WELL THEN, SISTER, IF YOU’VE GOT 

“o @.% es YOUR THIMBLE HANDY, I WISH YOU WOULD SEW UP THE KNEES OF MY TROUSERS THAT 
. I HAVE SACRIFICED IN FINDING OUT OUR RELATIONSHIP. 
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“While there's Life there’s Hope.” 
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HE civilized world is devoting considerable attention 
just at present to the absorbing question whether or 
not marriage is a failure, and the verdict has not yet been 
reached, though thousands of Americans and Europeans 
have engaged in the controversy. The old, old arguments 
against the practice of matrimony have been revived and re- 
presented. Women claim that men cease to be chivalrous 
after marriage; that they are selfish and exacting, and that 
they soon tire of the society of their wives and seek that of 
other women. Men declare that women are frivolous; that 
they are too fond of pleasure; that they neglect domestic 
duties for social dissipation, and that they are extravagant 
and generally sinful. Indeed, if the evidence that has thus 
far been adduced, pro and con, in the matter, were to settle 
the question before an impartial jury, the decision would 
certainly be that marriage is a dire and dismal failure. Un- 
doubtedly, there are a great many instances where marriage 
is a failure, if the happiness of the high contracting parties 
is to be considered the test of success; but as, in the nature 
of things, neither can say how happy he or she would: have 
been in a single state, the test is inadequate. And the hap- 
pily married people are just the ones who are not going to 
write to the papers about it, for the very simple reason that 
true affection seems a sacred thing to those who are blessed 
in such an interchange. 
* * * 


UT we all know, when marriage is a failure, why it is 

so. It is invariably a failure when either party to the 
contract marries for an interested motive, in their callow 
years, or in the decline of life. The boy who marries a 
woman much older than himself, as most boys want to do 
somewhere in the period of infantile adolescence, tires of 
her, before many years, by the laws of nature. The man 
who marries after he becomes bald and rickety cannot ex- 
pect to hold the affection of a young wife. Two young 


people of dissimilar tastes, who marry from financial 
motives, cannot expect to live happily. LIFE, standing as it 
does in loco parentzs to its readers, therefore takes pleasure 
in setting forth this infallible rule for a happy marriage: Do 
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not marry either too old or too young; marry at just the right 
time, and marry just the right person, and you cannot fail to 


arrive at the grateful conclusion that marriage is a success. 
* * * 


F the conduct of Dr. William Pepper, of Philadelphia, 

who attended General Sheridan during his last illness, 

is to be judged by the standard set up by the physicians of 

most of our other great men who have died recently, we fear 

that he is afflicted with paresis. Dr. Pepper, being asked to 

send in his bill for his long and faithful attention to the dead 
General, responds thus insanely : 

*“You must permit me to say that I desire these services to be 
regarded only as an expression of that deep and lasting obligation 
which I, in common with all others, owed tohim. In view of the 
extremely limited pecuniary resources of his family, it would be ob- 
viously impossible to render an account for these services such as 
would be proper under other circumstances.” 

If Dr. Pepper were in his right mind, he would not only 
send in a thumping big bill to the General’s widow, but he 
would get a claim before Congress for some fabulous 
amount, and eventually bring all the details of his late pa- 
tient’s illness, his domestic arrangements and his family 


relations into the courts. 
+ * « 


FS grannagevese publishing firm in this city, composed of 
two gentlemen with rather unpopular ideas of com- 
mercial honor, has been amusing itself by a little practical 
joke on the public which may cost the perpetrators more 
than the fun is worth. When two gentlemen enter your 
house very late in the evening and get away with some of 
your silver, there are certain laws which apply to them very 
distinctly. It is the intention of this periodical to see how 
the law fits the case of Messrs. White & Allen in issuing 
their volume of the “Spice of Life.” Their methods may 
be unsavory, but they are certainly expert operators. A 
closer imitation of the ‘Good Things of LIFE” it would be 
impossible to fabricate. Size, shape, color, type and paper 


are reproduced with amazing fidelity. 
* * + 


T remains to be seen how this clever scheme for turning 
other people’s dollars into their own pockets is going 
to work. We hereby notify the reading public that the 
“Spice of Life” is published with no authorization from us, 
that it has no connection whatever with LIFE, and that the 
only business relation we ever had with this firm consisted 
in a courtesy we extended to them in assisting their publica- 
tion of the “Thompson Street Poker Club.” They have 
seen fit to return it in this unexpected manner. The only 
authorized publishers of the “Good Things of LIFE” are 
Messrs. Frederick A. Stokes & Brother, 182 Fifth Avenue, 
who formerly had the misfortune to be associated with these 
gentlemen. 
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THE VICTORIOUS MOSQUITO. 
' 
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FILIAL. 
Wealthy but Economical Father: DO YOU KNOW, MY SON, WHAT STRICT ECONOMY WOULD DO 
FOR YOU? : 
Robert: I KNOW WHAT IT has DONE FOR ME, FATHER, AND I RESPECT YOU FOR IT. 





MAN-DRAKE PILL—A _ quack 
doctor. 


TOO MANY QUESTIONS. 


ZAXRTHUR: You look exhausted, Jack. 
JACK: Mentally, Arthur, I’m a total 
wreck. I’ve been to the Polo Grounds. 
ARTHUR: That ought not to exhaust 
you. 
Jack: A young lady drove me out 
who never saw a game of ball before. 








ss Ya -_—_- ————— ——— - 
4 THE BENEFITS OF TRAVEL. 


RS. HOBSON DE HOBSON (re- 

cently returned from abroad): 

y We had a charming trip. 1 think foreign travel is 

so broadening and elevating to one’s mind, Mr. 
Bullwinkel. 

Mr. BULLWINKEL: Ya’as. You visited Lausanne, 
of course, while you were in Switzerland. 

Mrs. HOBSON DE HOBSON (retrospectively): Why, I 
think so, Mr. Bullwinkel. (Zurning to daughter) Wasn't 
it at Lausanne, Clara, dear, that we had such delicious 
waffles for breakfast ? 


A LEGAL TENDER—A Guardian. 


A RELIC OF BARBARISM—The last of the Mohicans. 









1 ig 





TO A FOND LOVER. 
O doubt she loves you when you’re near— 
That’s what most girls are apt to do; 
But she does not kiss your photograph 
As oft as she pretends to you. 
* . * 

HERE is a no more pleasing sight in 
this vale of tears than when gentlemen 
get together and settle a gentleman's 
quarrel in a gentlemanly way, as the 
members of the New York Club did 
theirs with Mr. Wm. C. Buckland in 
the Jefferson Market Police Court last 
week, Mr, Buckland having the previous 
evening pursued one member into the 
club, who ran up four flights of stairs 
and barricaded himself in a bedroom, after which his pursuer 
threatened to thrash the entire organization collectively, and 
a Mr. Chapman individually, and then went out into the 
street and kicked over the unresisting club ash-barrel. When 
haled before the Little Man with the Big Mind, who deals out 
police justice at the Jefferson Market Court, Mr. Buckland was 
contrite and humble. He thought that the Roman punch he 
had had at dinner must have gone to his head, and he 
desired to apologize most humbly to Mr. Chapman, who 
made the complaint against him. 


* * * 


R. CHAPMAN was pleased to accept the apology and 
desired to withdraw the complaint; but President 
Smith said that the club had been insulted, too, and he 
desired an apology likewise to him on behalf of the club. 
Mr. Buckland therefore apologized to Mr. Smith, and he 
majestically accepted that one. Then, as the janitor was 
not present to demand an apology on behalf of the ash- 
barrel, Justice Duffy fined the prisoner $10, remitted the 
fine, and permitted Mr. Buckland to depart. Of course, 
if a drunken hod-carrier or street-laborer had kicked over 
the New York Club's ash-barrel, even without throwing the 
organization into panic by threatening to thrash it, he would 
have been sent to the Island, or fined, and his fine would not 
have been remitted ; but gentlemen who know how to behave 
better should be given latitude in such instances. 


* * * 


R. HOWELLS said that what the present reader of 
fiction desires to know is not what the characters do, 

but what the novelist makes them think of what they do. 
Andrew Lang writes in the New Princeton Review that 
“We are concerned in fiction with what happens, if it be 
forcibly described, rather than with what is suffered by the 
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fictitious persons of the tale.” 
We are with Lang. 


Now let them fight it out. 


* * * 


UR gentle contemporary, the Crztzc, is displeased be- 
cause we have said hard words about the Rev. H. R. 
Haweis, who is soon to perpetrate another visit to this 
country; and that journal even goes so far as to declare 
that our language concerning this clerical cad is not that of 
“a ‘high-class’ journal of social satire; it is the lingo of the 
fish-market,” and says dogmatically, “LIFE should use a 
rapier, not a shillelah.” We do not wish to go outside the 
rules of courtesy to the other sex, but we do feel impelled 
to say that LIFE will choose its own weapons, and apply 
the shillelah when it does not choose to employ the rapier. 
And as for the “lingo of the fish-market,” we do not know 
as it could be better utilized—admitting that it is the “lingo 
of the fish-market.” But, oh, fair Crz¢zc, if you ever visit 
Billingsgate with the idea that LIFE’s language concerning 
the Rev. H. is the standard of brutality, you will be dread- 
fully, dreadfully shocked before you come away! 


* * * 


HERE is nothing provincial about this despatch from 
Boston, which informed the New York public last 
week of the uniting by marriage of two of its “ old families; ” 
also, that 
The eight bridesmaids represented the families of Cabot, Mason, 
Coolidge, Codman, Lowell, Lyman, and Courtis, and the ushers 
were of equally distinguished lineage. 


We presume no Hohenzollerns were invited. 











Mrs. Henn: WHY, MR. WEBB, YOU DON’T LOOK WELI.! 
Mr. Webs: 
THE RAIN THE OTHER DAY AND GOT MY FEET WET. 


I HAVE A VERY BAD SORE THROAT—WENT OUT IN 





















































£. Cuthberton Gregg, Esq. (enumerating the characteristics of his family): YAas, 


THE PWACTICAL ONE; HE CAWWIES A POCKET PINCUSHION. 


A DIFFICULT COMMISSION. 


ADY: You know, sir, I wish my portrait 
to be a total surprise for my husband. 
ARTIST: Yes, madame, I understand. 
Lapy: And you will try not to have too 
strong a likeness, as I would not wish him to 
recognize it at the first glance. 


( As 





ADT MEDICAL CHANGES. 
oa eax 4 ITIZEN (to elderly physician) : 
76 i EZ You don’t bleed patients as 
a AF often as you did fifteen or twenty 


—<=; 


years ago? 
PHYSICIAN (looking over package of unpaid bills): No, 
we don’t bleed ’em at all; they bleed us! 





INHERITED ABILITY. 








Now, MY BWOTHER FWED, HE'S 


A SMALL CONCESSION. 


LDERLY LADY (¢o doy in hardware store): Hev ye 
got any o’ them hand-bellows fer buildin’ fires ? 
Boy: Yes’m; there’s somethin’ nice—twenty-five cents 
each. 
ELDERLY LADy: Is that the cheapest ye can sell ’em? 
Boy: Yes’m; but I'll tell you what I'll do: as you don’t 
look to be a very stren’thy old leddy, I'll fill it with wind 
fer you. 


MISLEADING. 


RMY WOMAN: What is your uniform ? 
REVENUE MARINE OFFICER: Very similar to the 
Navy uniform, but without the gold stripe on the trousers. 
ARMY WOMAN (whose husband 7s on the staff): We used 
to have the gold stripe on ours (tableau). Horrified officer. 











-LIFSB: 


Wife of Active Member of the G. O. P.: OH, ALFRED! 
DO YOU WEAR THAT HORRIBLE TEN-DOLLAR SUIT? 

A, M. G. O. P.: IT’S ONLY TILL AFTER ELECTION, MY DEAR. 
JUsT TO SHOW THE PROTECTED WORKMAN HOW MUCH HE CAN 


wy ey 
ts 
“THE MAKING OF A STATE.” 

HE State histories which have been recently published 

in the American Commonwealth series; the mono- 
graphs on phases of comparative political history by stu- 
dents and fellows of Johns Hopkins University ; the Ameri- 
can Statesmen series of biographies; thoughtful and acute 
studies like Woodrow Wilson’s “Congressional Govern- 
ment;” the work of serious and practical thinkers like 
Alexander Johnston, Simon Sterne, Prof. Herbert B. Adams, 
Theodore Roosevelt, and others in a notable group of young 
men—all these books and essays are signs of a hopeful and 
fruitful intellectual movement among a class of educated 
Americans. They at last seem to be thoroughly aroused to 
the opportunities offered them to study the making of States 
while the process is not completed, and while the very be- 
ginnings of it are recent and accessible history, compared 


with that of nations in the old world. 
* * = 


AMES PHELAN'’S “History of Tennessee”’ (Hough- 
ton’s) is a valuable addition to literature of this kind. 


WHY 











It is an engaging narrative, written with enthusiasm, great 


industry, and good judgment. One who is not a Tennes- 
sean would perhaps say that the perspective is bad, that the 
great men and events of Tennessee are exaggerated, and 
that adjectives are given to local celebrities which should be 
reserved for men of international reputationfor achievement. 

There is, however, fine State pride and even affection back 
of all this which is a Southern trait. The genuine American 
ceases to be critical in his affections when he has fully es- 
caped from New England influences. 

* * * 


. us frankly say that it is hypercriticism to find this 

fault in a State history. Given a canvas of these 
limits, and we should judge the perspective by the figures 
placed upon it. This is a history of Tennessee, not of the 
United States. 

And it zs a history to be proud of! There is a dignity 
and heroism about the founding of the older States which is 
not found in the present development of the far West. The 
pioneers of those days were more serious of purpose than 
the modern “land-shark” and “cowboy.” The author 
says: “It is worthy of remark that the first four prominent 
educators of Tennessee—Doak, Craighead, Carrick and 
Balch—were all of Scotch-Irish descent, and members of 
the same presbytery. The Bible and the school-book were 
borne together across the Alleghanies by men in whose 
veins flowed the blood which had withstood the oppression 
of three centuries.” 

This is the race “whose predominant influence can be 
traced through all the Southwest,” and one of the merits of 
Mr. Phelan’s history is its recognition of that element. 
Here is a great section of the country which was developed 
without the much-praised “ New England pioneer”—from 
whom we have been taught so long (in New England-made 
books) that we draw all that has fallen to us of virtue and 
distinction as a nation. 

* * * 


T was a noble body of Scotch-Irish pioneers which, in 
1729, began its march of settlement in this country. 
They slowly worked their way across Southern Pennsylvania, 
through the beautiful Cumberland and Shenandoah valleys, 
into the very heart of Virginia, and across the Blue Ridge 
and Alleghanies into Tennessee and the Southwest. They 
were nearly a century in making the journey, and the work 
of fathers was carried forward by sons and grandsons. 
They made their trail through the unbroken wilderness, and 
great commonwealths sprang up along its borders. 


Droch. 
NEW BOOKS - 


([RISH MELODIES AND SONGS. By Thomas Moore. 


New York and 
London: G. P. Putnam’s Sons. 


Tales of King Arthur and His Knights of the Round Table. By Mar- 
garet Vere Farrington. New York and London: G. P. Putnam's Sons. 


Would You have Left Her? By William F. Kip. New York and Loa- 
don: G. P. Putnam’s Sons. 

Essays of Elia. By Charles Lamb. New York and London: G. P. Put- 
nam's Sons. 

Paintings in Oil. 
Clarke & Co. 


Behind Closed Doors. 
don: G. P, Putnam’s Sons. 


By M. Louise McLaughlin. Cincinnati: Robert 


By Anna Katharine Green. New York and Lon- 
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BETSY PRIG: I DON’T BELIEt 
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BELIE@BHERE’S NO SICH A PERSON. 
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COQUELIN. 
A* uncivilized Choctaw Indian in Wagnerian opera would 
be listened to with rapture by some people. 

They would listen and rave about the exquisiteness of 
the performance if the example were only set by those people 
from whom they are wont to take their tips on culture. 

Snobs of this kind will unquestionably help to make 
up Coquelin’s American audiences. 

They may not understand a word of French, and Moliére 
may be as familiar a character to them as Psatticus the 
Great; but they will go to hear Coquelin just the same, 
because it will be the proper thing to do. 

They will go with the secret feeling in their hearts that 
they are to undergo a martyrdom; that they are to endure 
a stupid evening for the sake of appearing to enjoy some- 
thing which is really beyond their comprehension. . 

And they will be disappointed, for Coquelin’s humor will 
be enjoyed even by those who know no French and to whom 
neither words nor plot convey any meaning. 

We have actors in 
America who can 
evoke louder and long- 
er continued laughter 
than Coquelin ever 
does, even from French 
audiences. 

We have no actor 
\who, like him, can 
throw about his audi- 

ence an atmosphere of 
\ unctuous amusement 
which seems to ema- 
nate from the actor’s 
mind rather than from 
his body or from the lines of 

the author. 
VEN to insinuate himself into 
‘ his hearer’s ego, to oust the 
al latter’s individuality and put 
in its stead his own merry 
spirit, is Coquelin’s art. 

Other comedians gain their 
results by strokes and blows. 
His influence is more a per- 
meating fluid, which invades his audiences and saturates 
them with his simulated mood. 

Buffoonery has no part nor place in his work. Not more 







does he depend on inborn peculiarities of speech or physique 
as aids to his effects. 

Art—art studied and consummate—is Coquelin’s reliance. 

A most mobile face and a voice remarkable in range and 
quality are natural endowments which he uses as a basis for 
effects apparently attained without effort. 

In fact, these results which seem so spontaneous and 
natural are in the highest degree artificial. 

Coquelin’s art, however, is, from the exactness of its 
accomplishments, more a science than an art. 

It is a synthesis of words, looks, tones and movements 
from which comes a result as surely to be predicted as the 
chemist’s results from his exact combinations. 

Art knows no country, and Coquelin makes us believe that 
it knows no language. 

Notwithstanding LIFE’s motto, “ Americanus sum,” LIFE 
is no chauvinist, and has to admit that although Coquelin is 
not an American, he is the greatest of comedians. 

* * * 


IMITED space compels us to defer our notice of Mr. 
Daly’s new play until next week. The return of this 
delightful company is a legitimate cause for rejoicing, and 
their hearts must have beaten with a livelier throb during 
the uproarious welcome that greeted them last Tuesday 
evening. The “Lottery of Love” is acted as this company 
alone can do it, and mirth, perpetual and unrestrained, 
takes possession of the audience from the rising of the 


curtain to its fall. 
Metcalfe. 


FEMININE BRUTALITY. 
OUNG ADONIS (¢o Azs pretty cousin): Excuse me 
for being late, Dora, but I had to stop at the barber’s 
to get shaved. 
Miss DorRA: All right, Char- 
ley; did the barber charge you 
anything for it? 





“i\\ ONLY NEEDS TIME. 
MOTIONAL CUSTOMER (¢o 
photographer): Oh, dear! This 
picture makes me look too old. 
PHOTOGRAPHER: But, my 


_— dear madam, you will grow into it. 


, ule a a oe 
a ae IN THE CATSKILLS. 


NXIOUS SISTER: Oh, mamma, call Freddy, or he 
will tumble off into the view! 











ROCER: So you've given up drinking, Uncle Rastus? 
UNCLE RastTus: Yes, sah. I haint teached er drap 
in fo’ weeks. 
GROCER: You deserve a great deal of credit. 
UNCLE RASTuS: Yes, sah. That’s jes what I sez, an’ I 
was. gwine ter ask yo’, Mistah Smif, ef yo’ cud trus’ me to 
er ham ? 








\ 








ea YE AUTUMN DAY. 


E autumn cometh, sere and olde, 

“1 °° Ye pilgrim passyth on ye wolde, 

And blowen uppe ye northwindecolde, 
Loude singen gas-man ! 







} ; 2 by Many 

Returnyth now, ye hungry 
seer, 

To winter fyre and winter 
cheere, 

From mountayne slope and 
sounding mere, 

Loude singen coal-man ! 


¥ 


‘\\ For summer-day ys swiftlie 


fledde, 

And summer-night ys chill, 

\ Ye pilgrim in ye summer 
Ys bower 


Now readyth on hys bill 
That food and drink and other thingges, 
That eke he was allowne, 
Are figured atte a triple rate 
From that he payyes in towne. 


Loude singen gas-man, 
Loude singen coal-man, 
Loude wailen ice-man ! 
John James Meehan. 


A DIFFICULT LITERARY PER- 
FORMANCE. 
y= AUTHOR (0 friend): I say, 
Fred, did you read my last article in 
the Every Other Monthly ? 

FRIEND (enthustastically): Yes, indeed, 
old boy; I read it through twice! 

YOUNG AUTHOR: Oh, then you must 
have found it very interesting ? 

FRIEND: Well—er—no, not so much 
that ; but Fred Smith bet me ten dollars that 
I couldn’t read it through twice, and I bet 
him ten dollars that I could. 


Wars Sxcn ag 





GETTING THE DROP ON HIM. 
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PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT. 


Minister : SO-YOU DON'T BELIEVE THE STORY ABOUT THE LOAVES AND FISHES, 
BOBBY ? 

Bobby: N-NO, SIR. 

Minister: MY LITTLE BOY BELIEVES IT. 

Bobby: YES, BUT YOUR LITTLE BOY HAS BEEN GOING TO SUNDAY SCHOOL 
LONGER THAN I, HE’S HAD MORE PRACTICE IN THOSE THINGS THAN I HAVE. 








REFLECTIONS, 


ROFESSOR ORDRONAUX, a medico-legal expert of Columbia 

College, has suggested that the Whitechapel unknown is the exponent 

of a demoniacal possession. The professor thinks there is nothing in human 

nature to make a man cut up so, and that it is reasonable to suppose that 

back of such phenomenal behavior is a distinct evil agency which denomi- 

nates the performer's mind. This view is interesting, and though not as 

material as the modern mind might wish, is no queerer than any other 
theory that would account for the phenomena. 
* * * 

T is to such extremists as this Whitechapel person at one end and, say, 

Chinese Gordon at the other, that we must look for information as to 

the powers that make, or help to make, the human wheels go round. Most 

of us, being creatures of mixed motives, roll half a turn to the right, and 





PLAYING HOUSE. 
Madge (supposed to be in search of board): CaN I GET ROOMS HERE? 
Jenny (landlady) : 
Madge: 


Jenny: 


Is THAT CHILD YOURS? 
YES'M. 


I’M SORRY, BUT WE DON’T TAKE CHILDREN HERE. 


then half a turn back to the left, and if we make progress either way it is 
mixed with so much retrogression as to be barely perceptible. But when 
a being seems to have ripped out the backstays of his humanity alto- 
gether and goes buzzing along without let to the Utterly Bad, he becomes 
an instructive spectacle and throws light on the possibilities of humans for 
good or for bad. 


* * * 


There 


7 ‘HE pendulum does not swing one way farther than the other. 
must be an existing heroism to offset this Whitechapel depravity. If 
there are demons which enslave men to their ruin, there must be counter 


influences which tend to pul! him the other way. There must be a glorified 
Dr. Jekyl as well as a Mr. Hyde, and somehow mankind must have the 


choice of which way it will tend. 
E..S. aM. 





POPULARITY. 


R. SMALL: That man over there makes half a dozen trips down- 
town every day, and scores of women he don’t know nod to him 
and try to stop him. 
THE VICTIM: 
MR. SMALL: 


Is he an actor? 
No, a street-car conductor. 


SMALL EXPERIENCE. 


 Bhiwees (to policeman): Officer, which do you think is likely to get 
~— there, Harrison or Cleveland ? 

POLICEMAN: Oi don’t know, sorr; Oi’ve only been on the foorce 
two wakes. 


RUN SHORT. 


AKER (/o foreman): Are the pies in 
yet, Fritz? 

FOREMAN: No, sir; I'm waiting for the 
boy. He’s gone around to the Rubber Belt- 
ing and Packing Company for a few more 
bottoms. 


EAVES OF ABSENCE—The lost 
books of Livy. 


NEVER FORGOT HIMSELF. 


6 ADMIT, boys,” remarked Paperwate, 

“that I haven’t always led the life I 
should. I’ve gambled some, drunk whiskey 
more ’r less, an’ at times perhaps I'm a trifle 
profane an’ abusive, an’ have called men 
liars, which I have generally regretted after- 
wards, an’ have passed a night at the sta- 
tion-house at odd intervals, an’ insulted 
ladies, an’—an’ that sort o’ thing; but, boys 
(and here his eyes filled with tears), I’ve al- 
ways been a gentleman. No man can say 
that Marble F. Paperwate ever forgot that 
he was a gentleman!” 


Near-Sighted Man: GREAT C#SAR! WHAT 


A BUSTLE! 


A NEARER VIEW. 





LIFE 








WHAT COLONEL SHEPARD SAW. 


NDER a walnut tree they sat ; 
He held her hand, she held his hat. 
I held my breath and lay quite flat— 
They kissed; I saw them do it! 


He held that kissing was no crime, 
She held her head up every time ; 
I held my peace and wrote this rhyme. 
They never knew I knew it. 
—Mail and Express. 


AFFABLE CLERK: Can I be mistaken? Isn’t this the Mrs. Crozier 
whom I met so pleasantly at Fire Island this summer ? 

His CUSTOMER: Why, yes; I’m Mrs. Crozier, and I remember 
your face; but I thought you told me you were engaged in religious 
pursuits ? 

AFFABLE CLERK: This is the nun’s-veiling department, madam. 
—Time. 


CHUMLEY: I’m in a little fix to-day, Brown, for money; what 
would you say if I were to ask you for a temporary loan of a hundred 
or two dollars ? 

Brown: Well, Chumley, if the loan will be temporary, I might 
let you have the two dollars.—Accident News. 
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‘* CAPTAIN,” said the Kentucky statesman, who was about to take 
his first trip across the ocean, ‘‘if I understand the way this ship is 
constructed it’s got several watertight compartments.” 

“veo.” 

43 Water’ s all on the outside—can’t none get in nohow ?” 

‘No, si r. 

* Cap’ n,” said the Kentuckian, decidedly, ‘‘I want one o’ them 
compartments—I don’t keer what it costs.”—Chicago Tribune. 


Younc Doctor: They don’t bleed people nowadays as they did 
twenty years ago, do they, professor ? 
PROFESSOR : Not with the lancet.— Zhe Doctor. 


Tuat story from Wichita, Kan., about an eagle flying away with 
a child was very sad, but it could have been sadder. Suppose the 
eagle had returned and carried off the liar that invented it.—De/frozt¢ 
Free Press, 


Miss HORTER (who ts extremely sensitive): If you care anything 
for my feelings, Il wish you would go over and ask that low bred man 
to stop staring at me, 

Mr. LEOHART: Why didn’t you speak of it before? I’ll teach 
the dastard a lesson! (Marches bravely over.) Good evening, Mr. 
Shears ; I’ve had some trouble making collections, but I'll settle that 
little account early next week. Fine evening, isn’t it? (Comes back.) 
I think the coward won’t trouble you again, Miss Horter.— 77me. 


OF all the nuisances on God's green earth,” said Gen. Sherman 
at the Union League Club reception the other night, ‘‘the shaking 
of hands by Americans is the worst.” Whereupon all the members 
of the club formed a procession and proceeded to grasp Old Tecumseh 


by the hand.— Boston Herald. 





__ The Best! 


Yitnicttiy 


STEEL PENS 


IN THE ESSENTIAL QUALITIES OF 

DURABILITY, EVENNESS OF 

POINTS AND WORKMANSHIP. 
SOLD BY 


Stationers and Notion Dealers Everywhere 





LADIES’ 





Air-Tight Rubber Tip 


sell: cally 
CELEBRATED HATS 
AND 
ROUND HATS. 
178 & 180 Fifth Ave., bet. 22d & 23d Sts., 
and 181 Broadway, near Cortlandt St., 


NEW YORK. 
Palmer House, Chicago. 


ANNOUNCEMENT. 


JKRAKAVER, 


LADIES’ TAILOR, 


19 East 21st St., N. Y. 


2d door East from Broadway. 


With a view of advancing the 
very liberal patronage accorded 
to my Specialty, I would inform 
patrons and the discriminating 
classes, that on return from my 
annual visit to the most noted 
European Centres of Fashion and 


Phil. | Marts of Choicest Goods, I am 


914 Chestnut St., 





PEARL MUCILAGE. 


an 


\ 
\ 


81; Nov. 22, '87; three 


Pat. Nov. 28,'76; July r2, 
Pat., Feb. 28, 88. 


Convenient. 


JOHN PATTERSON & CO., 
Tailors and Importers, 


Patterson Building, 
Nos. 25 and 27 W. 26th St., 


NEW YORK. 


now prepared /o show designs and 
models in Wraps, Gowns, Jackets 
and styles which cannot be out- 
matched by any one in my line. — 





HE that knows nothing doubts of nothing. 
Do not let your doubts cause you to waver, for 
you may be assured that Warner’s Log Cabin 
Liver Pills will cause the sluggish liver to re- 
sume its wonted functions and produce the 
results you desire. They are effective and 
harmless, being purely vegetable. 


PASS'S ROYAL. BELFAST GINGERALE 








Price, 15 cents. 





Always air-tight when 
not in use. Cannot 
“GUM UP.” A 
perfect Self-Feeder. 


CORK! 


EVAPORATION! 
SPILLING! 


“NO 


Sample by mail on receipt of 20 CENTS. For 
sale by stationers. 


THE NASSAU MPG. CO., 


The Best Mucilage in the Best Bottle. 





140 Nassau St., 
New York. 





PIANOS 
B " C.C.BRIGGS 3.62 
5 APPLETON ST. BUSTON MASS. 
MANUFACTURERS OF 


GRAND: :-SQUARE- -8--UPRIGHT 








GRACEFUL DESIGNS ++ SOLID (NSTRUCTION 
MATHLESS TONE - - BEAUTIFUL TINISH. 








LADIES’ TAILOR. 





THE NEW SHOW-ROOMS ARE NOW OPEN. 


A Magnificent Exhibition of AUTUMN AND WINTER MODELS of 


GOWNS, 


COATS, 


WRAPS AND MANTLES. 


ALL DESIGNED AND MADE BY THE MESSRS. REDFERN AT 


LONDON, 


COWES, 


PARIS AND NEW YORK. 


oe.No, 240 Fifth Avenue, through to No. 1132 Broadway, New York, “\ SS 





AUTUMN STYLES 
SILKS AND GRENADINES, 


for Street, 
Wear, showing more 
design and coloring than for many 
years. 


Plain and Fancy Gazes. 


CREPE DE CHINE. 
Broadway & 19th St. 


Dinner and Evening 





“TRUEWORTH.” 


The most STYLISH, DURABLE and 
ECONOMICAL 


SILK UMBRELLA 
made. 
“ei neo 
WORTH od | Is everything—about it. 


None GENUINE without our Patent Sprin; 
in the stick, and our unique Patent Adustable 


(see cut below), which can be instantly shortened or length- 


ned. 
Sold by Leading Dealers Everywhere. 


WRIGHT, BROS. & CO. 


NEW YORK, 4se Broadway. 

BOSTON, 6 ssex Stre 
PHILADELPHIA 324 Market Street. 
CHICAGO, 184 Madison Street. 


- 
yj | TRUEWORTH 


novelty of 


Solid Silver 


Exclusively. 


Whiting Mfg Co., 
Silversmiths, 
Union fquare and 16th St. 


The above trade mark, to be found 
only on SOLID SILVER, is a guar- 
antee of quality as absolute as the 
Hall Mark of England. 


WORKS AT 4TH ST. AND LAFAYETTE PLACE. 


CALIGRAPH 


MEDAL AWARDED! 
GREATEST SPEED ON RECORD!! 


126 words per minute, errors excluded. 


T. W. Osborne, winner of international con- 
test at Toronto, wrote on the Caligraph Writing 
Machine 630 words in five minutes, thus gain- 
ing for the Caligraph the championship of the 
world. 








Daily Use. 


For full and correct account of above test, address 
“HE AMERICAN WRITING MACHINE co., 





HARTFORD, CONN. 
New York Branch, 237 Broadway. 





Dress and Mantle Fabries. 


JAMES McCREERY & CO. 


Are now showing, in addition 
to complete lines of Henrietta 
Cloth, Cashmere and cloth- 
finished Camels’ Hair, many 
new weaves, with a variety of 
Fancy Cloths, that exceed in 
Beauty and Novelty of Design 
any previous season’s impor- 
tations. 

An extensive assortment of 
Bordered Suitings, mixed and 
solid colors, with silk, braid 
and spun-metal side-bands. 

Broad-cloth Robes, in the 
shades approved for the sea- 
son, with wide and narrow 
selvage-band in Palm-leaf de- 
sign. 

Advance styles will also be 
shown in Heavy Fabrics for 
midwinter wear, and in Per- 
sian Cashmere and French 
Matelasse for Wraps. 


JAMES McCREERY & CO., 


Broadway and 1iith Street. 
New York. 





Perfumery (Guerlain. 
THE BEST. 


Most Delicate. Most Lasting. 


Sold by PARK & TILFORD 
AND ALL FANCY GOODS DEALERS. 





DECORATION 
FURNITURE 
CURTAINS 


ROUX 


a 
CO. 


133 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK 





